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NIGHT-TIME SONGS 


Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 
Song XX 
SONG OF THE BREEZES 


The grasses near the meadow-brook 
Are singing, “Night is here!” 
Blow low, sweet breezes, 
Blow low! 
The katydids are calling sweet, 
Oh, Katy, do not fear! 
Blow low, sweet breezes, 
Blow low! 


The mother birds are singing now, 
Our sleepy time is near; 
Blow low, sweet breezes, 
Blow low! 

The baby birds are cheeping soft 
Each trembling note so dear, 
Blow low, sweet breezes, 

Blow low! 


And mother kin is holding fast 
Her baby on her arm; 
Blow low, sweet breezes, 
Blow low! 
He’s said his little baby prayer 
And knows he’s safe from harm, 
Blow low, sweet breezes, ‘ 
Blow low! 


¥ 


JAMIE’S THOUGHT GARDEN AND HOW HE MADE IT 
Chapter III 


=| T WAS a doleful little figure that humped 
} itself up on a coil of garden hose in the June 
twilight, and a very quavery little voice that 
said: “My heart is <— Uncle Max. It’s 
aching for my mamm 

Uncle Max ouaa have liked to take 
the owner of the quavery voice on his knee 
and pet him as doleful little boys have a right 
to be petted, but he knew that some heartaches get worse if 
too- much is made of them, so instead he answered quite 
cheerfully: “‘That so, son? It’s a miserable feeling, I 
know, for I’ve had my heart ache for my mamma before 
now. My mamma was your mamma’s mamma, you know, 
and such a nice one she was; pretty and bright and very 
fond of flowers. It’ $ lucky, though, that your mamma 
doesnt’ like roses, isn’t it?” 
““My mamma does like roses,” 


protested Jamie vigor- 


ously. “She likes them most better than me.” 
. she, now?” exclaimed Uncle Max in a sur- 
prised tone. “Then I suppose she will be rather disap- 


pointed that we didn’t raise a few more of those bright ones 
in that thought garden we are fixing up for her.” 

“Oh, I forgot about the red rose of courage,” cried 
Jamie, springing up. ‘“‘Course I'll have to plant some of 
those. But I didn’t really cry, did I, Uncle Max?” 

““Not a bit of it; and that shows that your courage 
roses are already planted and only need pruning up a little. 


I saw you tending one bush yesterday, when Howard 
Jennings and the other boys were here.” 

“T didn’t feel cry-ey then; I just felt kind of ’shamed.” 

**Yes, I saw the peony blossoms in your cheeks; but you 
were standing there with your back to the tree like a real 
major; what was that for?” 

“Why, I wasn’t going to have Leslie climbing up and 
*sturbing that little mamma bird, ‘cause I knew she was 
awful busy just now. The boys laughed, and that made , 
my face feel hot, but—”’ 

“‘But that only made your red rose of courage take 
firmer root. It’s a first-rate kind of bravery, Jamie, that 
isn’t afraid of being laughed at. And I like the way you 
stood your ground before the larger boys and didn’t let 
them push you out of the way. 

“Well, you see, I know God wouldn’t want that little 
blue bird scared, *cause she has just as good a right to 
hatch little speckled eggs as any king; so when I said they 
mustn’t climb up I felt awful tall, Uncle Max, and so big 
and strong that I could 'most lick Leslie and Howard both.” 

“*That’s like Sir Galahad of the Round Table. His 
‘strength was as the strength of ten, because his heart was 
pure.” It always makes people stronger to have a pure, 
unselfish purpose in their actions. They don’t waste their 
strength then in doing foolish things, because the white rose 
of wisdom is in their thought gardens. Purity, wisdom and 


strength grow together on one stem, like this pretty cluster, 
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‘and there are hardly ever any thorns of harsh deeds, like 
‘lickings,” growing along with them. You see you didn’t 
have to ‘lick’ the boys; even though you felt strong enough, 
because they saw that you were right about the blue bird.” 

“I guess their wisdom rose got to blossoming,” said 
Jamie. . “Now I ought to have some pink roses. My 
mamma would like them, I know.” 

“T think she'll like them well enough to kiss them,” 
smiled Uncle ‘Max, pinching Jamie’s plump little cheek. 
“‘Pink roses mean health, and they seem to be just growing 
all over you, if I am any judge. I believe Mrs. Flynn 
thinks so too, by that big piece of shortcake she gave you 
for dinner tonight.” 

Jamie smacked his lips at the recollection. 

“Mrs. Flynn is lots nicer than she looks,” he said. 
“I guess she is a mignonette, isn’t she? They aren’t very’ 
pretty flowers, but they’re nice to have around. I’m glad 
I'm not stomach-achy like Leslie, cause I like shortcake.” 

““Perhaps Leslie liked it, too, and forgot to let the 
rose of wisdom tell him when he had enough. Health roses 
depend so much on the other flowers in our thought gardens, 
Jamie. If we raise sweet blossoms of love and hope and 
courage and wisdom, and no ugly weeds of fear or discon- 
tent or unkindness, we are pretty sure to keep health roses 
blooming in our cheeks.” 

“Oh, what a pretty yellow rose!”’ cried the little boy 
just then, as Uncle Max began training a rambler upon its 
trellis. ‘‘I hope I have one like that.” 

Uncle Max tucked a long spray into place and then 
stopped to pull a card out of his pocket. “Reading, 97; 
spelling, 96; writing, 94; language, 93; numbers, 98; 

attendance, 100; deportment, 100,’’ he read. “That is a 
splendid school report, I’m sure, and this last month you've 
made a good friend out of a boy you didn’t like, so I think 
the golden-hearted rose of success has a fine start in your 
thought garden.” 

Jamie dimpled happily under this praise. 

“T’m just full of rose bushes,”’ he laughed. ‘“‘Courage, 
wisdom, health, success,” he counted off on his short fingers. 
“I’m not going to let any briars grow on them at all. I’m 
always going to ‘spire people, like Miss Fay says you do.” 

Uncle Max turned around inquiringly. 

’ “Why, she said poets always ‘spire folks to be good, 
and she thinks Howard Jennings is lovely now, and I told 
her it was love pinks that did it.” 

Two red peonies blossomed swiftly in Uncle Max’s 
cheeks as he bent to gather up the hose. ‘‘So you told her it 
was love pinks that made Howard behave himself,” he 
answered. “Did you happen to mention whose love pinks >” 

““Of course she knew they were mine,” smiled Jamie. 

““Of course,” answered Uncle Max, drawing the little 
lad under his arm as they turned toward the house. 


(To be continued.) 


A PILLOW VERSE 2 


God is love, 
And God is here; 


With his great care 
There is no fear. 


SUNDAY SCHOOL LESSONS 


BLANCHE SAGE HASELTINE 


LESSON 6, NOVEMBER 8 
SOWING AND REAPING—Gal. 6:1-10 


GoLDEN TEXT—Whatsoever a man_soweth, 
shall he also reap.—Gal. 6:7. 


If we realized that every one of our thoughts was a 
seed, sure to grow and bear fruit after its kind, we would 
be careful of the kind, wouldn’t we? Thoughts are things. 
We cannot see them with our material eyes, but we can 
see their results. Thoughts are back of all material things. 
If there were no thoughts there would be no tables, chairs, 
houses, and etc. Thoughts are the real power; material 
things being a manifestation of that power. When we get 
the truth of this firmly in our minds, we can understand 
why we should choose our thoughts carefully. 

It is far from wise to allow one’s mind to open to all 
kinds of thoughts. Some persons have a habit of day dream- 
ing. They idly allow thoughts of all sorts to drift through 
their minds. Good or bad, false or real, all are allowed to 
enter as they will. No directing power is exerted and no 
privilege of choice exercised. Those same persons wonder 
why things go wrong in their lives. 

Power has been given us to choose and control] the 
thoughts which enter our minds. We can say to this thought, 
““Go, and he goeth, and to another, come, and he cometh.” 

If we have been allowing our thoughts to control us, 
let us change our minds. Whenever we discover an unreal 
thought in our minds let us say forcibly, “I will have no 
such thoughts in my mind. I will think only those things 
which are pure and true.” 

Thoughts are not mere nothings launched into space, 
but seeds which will bring us experiences. _ Let us begin 
today to control our thoughts, that our experiences may be 
pleasant. If we sow only thoughts of love and health, then 
only love and health will come back to us. Let us determine 
to be masters of out minds, always remembering that “‘what- 
soever a man soweth, that shall he also reap.” 


that 


E LESSON 7, NOVEMBER 15 
JESUS AND PETER—Mark 14:27-31, 53-54, 66-72 


GoLDEN TEXT—Let him that thinketh he standeth 
take heed lest he fall.—I Cor. 10:12. 


One may go every Sunday to church and read many 
books; one may say, “I believe in the Truth,” and yet 
when in trouble, fail to demonstrate. 

Many persons feel very sure of their faith until it is 
tested. Then they begin to waver. The reason for this 
is plain. Faith grows by use. If we believe in the Truth we 
can prove it by living the Truth. Every hour of our lives 
should be lived according to the Divine Law. There then 
would be no trouble and no failure. The more we practice 
the Truth, the more firm becomes our faith. We will de- 
velop our faith by using it every day to smooth our path 
and clear away seeming obstructions. If we use our faith 
constantly to dispel little shadows, it will grow and not fail 
us when larger shadows fall. For you know they are but 
shadows after all. Each time we declare, in the face of 
shadows, the reality of Good until the light comes, we have 
strengthened our faith. It can be developed until it is so 
firm nothing can shake it. There is enly one method, and 
'- that is constant use. We should not boast of our faith as 


Peter did. Rather we should live to prove it. 
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LESSON 8, NOVEMBER 22 
JESUS AND PILATE—Luke 23:13-25 
GoLDEN TEXT—Pilate saith unto them, What shall 
I do unto Jesus, who is called Christ >—Matt. 27:22 


When one has never listened to the inner voice, the 
outer voices of materiality sound loud and insistent. When 
the light of Truth begins to dawn the world’s voices clamor 
louder in an effort to drown the inner voice. Outer things 


seem so real to one who has never found the inner kingdom.* 


The outer, unreal things struggle to maintain their hold even 
after the awakening begins. Many are in the position of 
Pilate. They are beginning to lean toward the things of 
Spirit, but the outer voices cry, ““Crucify him! crucify him!” 

To overcome this difficulty, the noise and confusion of 
outer voices, we should sit quietly and declare that we are 
guided by Infinite love and wisdom. We should make a 
practice of listening earnestly to the Voice within. Grad- 
ually the outer voices will cease and we will hear only the 
voice of the Christ. Pilate made an unfortunate choice. 
We, profiting by his example, will choose the way of Truth 
and right. 


LESSON 9, NOVEMBER 29 
CHRIST CRUCIFIED—Mark 15:22-39 


GoLDEN TEXT—Surely he hath borne our griefs, and 
carried our sorrows; yet we did esteem him stricken, smitten 


of God, and afflicted.—Isaiah 53:4. 


All these Bible stories are symbolical of something 
which takes place within each of us. Before the resurrection 
must come the crucifixion. The story of the nailing of Jesus 
to the cross seems terrible when taken literally, but there is a 
spiritual significance which is beautiful. The material, 
worldly, unreal part of us must pass away. The old ideas; 
the false beliefs; the shadows in our minds must all be dis- 
persed. Then the glorious light of the Christ can shine. 

The Jews did not kill the Christ. Such a thing would 
have been impossible. The same Christ Spirit which was in 
Jesus and which arose from the tomb, is in each of us today. 
The Christ Spirit does not shine forth in the lives of some 
persons as it should, because the old selfish, mistaken ideas 
are still allowed to exist. When they are crucified the real 
can express freely and joyfully. So the story of the cruci- 
fixion calls not for depression, but for a determination to 
do away with the unreal in ourselves. 


LESSON 10, DECEMBER 6 


CHRIST RISEN FROM THE DEAD—Mark 
16:1-8; Matt. 28:11-15. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Why seek ve the living among the 
dead? He is not here, but is risen —Luke 24:5, 6. 


This lesson follows the last in natural sequence. The 
crucifixion and then the resurrection. The Golden Text 
shows that the Jews did not kill the Christ. ‘“Why seek ye 
the living among the dead?” Is it to be wondered at that 
Easter is a time of joy or that we sing triumphantly, “Christ 
is risen over all’’>? _It is not only a story of long ago, but 
a close, vital thing occurring daily among us. 

Every day the Christ will arise and lead us if we will 
follow. The resurrection will take place in each of us 
when we realize that we are children of God, and decide to 
follow the Voice within. When we know that we are 
children of the King and resolve to take and make use of our 
inheritance, that is resurrection day. 

Surely it is a day of rejoicing and praise when within 
ourselves we realize that, “Christ is risen over all.” 


Be sure to read the announcement about the Wee Wis- 


dom Baby on the last page. 


CLUB 


RoyAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To: radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no 
evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—Alll reports must be in by the fifteenth of the 
month before the date of issue. 


UR Thanksgiving meeting is now ready to be 
opened. Just think how fast the time has 
flown. It has been almost three months since 
I left for New York, and it seems just the 
other day. Now I am back in my little office, 
talking to you just as I did before I went away. 
Next time we have a chat, it will be in the new building. 
We are going to lay the cornerstone on Thanksgiving day, 
and the Unity Boosters will be there in full force, with their 
colors flying and their bright faces full of joy. Surely, it 
is a great deal to be thankful for—this new building where 
we shall have room to move about and do our work without 
bumping in to one another. Perhaps, if you will all do 
your part in getting more Wisdoms, we shall have the space 
to print WISDOM twice a month and so have her visits more 
often. I have just made arrangements with the folks to help 
every Booster with his Christmas presents. I believe that 
every Booster Club will get busy and earn one of the prizes. 
If anyone sends in three new WISDOM readers, ‘paying full 
fare of fifty cents each, we shall send one of the cute little 
Wee Wisdom babies, like the picture. Several of the Wis- 
doms have not received their Booster pins. The manufac- 
turer from whom we used to get them has gone out of busi- 
ness, and we are hunting for a new one. When we find him, 
we will send the pins at once. You bet, there will still be 
Booster pins, and they will be better Booster pins, too. 
There are several good reports this month. Here is 
one from Donald and his Crystal Truth Club. 
Brandy City, Cal. 
Dear “Royal—I have just received your good letter, 
and we are glad you liked our little basket. I would like to 
be more prompt about my reports, but we find it a little hard 
to get our few children together in vacation. There are only 
the little ones here now. Mother tries to give them a little 
lesson and amuse them on Sunday afternoons. We hope to 
do better when the other members return from their vaca- 
tions. Meanwhile, we who are here are happy and looking 
for the good. Yours in Truth, 
CrysTAL TRUTH CLuB, Donald V. Strandberg, Sec. 
The Lamp and Key Society is reporting. They seem 
very active and alive with the spirit of helpfulness. 
Alameda, Call. 
Dear WispomM—lIt is almost a year since you have 
heard from the Lamp and Key Society of Alameda, Cal. 
During that time we have done a great many things. Sep- 
tember 21st was our birthday which we celebrated with a 
party that was enjoyed by all who attended. Some of the 
things we have been doing are: We gave a set of tableaus 
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at the Alameda Home of Truth Christmas entertainment; 
on St. Valentine’s day we gave a social for our mothers; 
Easter, we made little baskets and filled them with candies 
and eggs for some little children; on the 23d of May we 
gave a musical and made $20. With this money we are 
helping different people who seem to need help. We bought 
a pair of shoes for one child, and paid for glasses for an- 
other. We also purchased material and made clothes. 
This year we expect to do even more than that. We now 
have two memberships: active and honorary. The active 
members are Bernice Arnerick, president; Linda Getz, vice- 
president; Ina Van Stan, treasurer; Edna Reichsrath, sec- 
retary; Gretchen Lutjins, Marjorie Spencer, Virginia Wal- 
ter, Wilma Werner, Bessie Werner, Sera Baumgartner, 
Mrs. Arnerich and Edna Littlejohn. The honorary mem- 
bers are Paloma Walter, Dorothy Clenan, Emily Walter, 
Genevieve Arnerich, Mrs. U. Louderback, Mrs. M. E. 
Reichsrath, Edna M. Spencer, I..M. Van Stan, Mrs. J. 
Walter and Mrs. Werner. | LAMP AND Key SOCIETY, 
Edna Reichsrath, Sec. 

The I. H. S. Club seems a bit discouraged. Will 
you all hold them for harmony and success? Here is a 
picture of them. 


West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Royal—We hope you will soon be through with 
your work in New York and go back to Kansas City again. 
We don’t think WisDom is pretty any more, and wish she 
could go back and be like she was in Wee Wisdom, but we 
are glad she don’t cost so much, and many other children 
can afford to have 
her. Our club 
met yesterday, 
but we didn’t 
have a good time 
because so many 
sad shadow things 
have been hap- 
pening among the 
members. Mother 
read things from 
Weekly Unity, 
and a book telling 
how harmful an- 
ger and quarrel- 
ing and sneering 
are, and how it 
hurt our bodies, 
and then she read about the Jesus way to settle things with- 
out fighting. She showed how such things hurt the club, too, 
and that we all must work together in love and harmony if 
we want to do good in the world. She wanted us to make 
a fresh start and begin all over again and be friends. 
All but one promised that we would do that after this, and 
‘we are going to speak words of Truth hard for the one who 
wouldn't promise to try to do things the Jesus way. We are 
sorry about this, and hope to have a better report next time. 
I. H. S. Emest P. Balizell, Sec. 
Here is the right idea in forming a booster Club. 
Thayer, Ind. 
Dear Editor—Jane and I have a plan whereby we 
hope to increase WIsDOM’s subscription list somewhat, and 
help to make her a semi-monthly visitor, as well as put her 
back into her “Sunday clothes,” as one little girl expressed it. 
We are going to entertain a company of about ten little 
country boys and girls, tell them all about Wispom, and try 
to form a real live Booster Club; and as we are going to 
take up the study of everything in WisDom, it will be nec- 
essary that each family represented in the club subscribe for 
Wispom, therefore, we are going to ask you to send us ten 
copies of the last issue, so that we can give each child a 


copy to take home with him for father and mother to see 


what a helpful little paper it is. We plan to invite these 
little people on October 17th, therefore, will you please 
send the papers so they will reach us on or before that date? 
We read Wispom together, and it is difficult to say which 
enjoys it most. Thanking you for the favor we have asked, 
Jane and her Mamma. 


we are yours very truly, 


(Mrs. H. C. Hebard.) 

We are only too glad to send sample WIsDOMS to 
any one who wishes to start a club. 

The Palo Alto Boosters are reporting through Lois 
We are glad 


Fox, William Haly and Dorothy Herdman. 
to hear from the Happy Boosters. 


Palo Alto, Cal. 
Dear WisDoM—Mrs. Hodges took our club to a pic- 
nic last week. We rode to the end of the car line and 
walked to a nice shady creek. I thought my mother 
wouldn’t want me to wade, so I tried to catch fish by step- 
ping on stones, and fell in. Another girl took off her middy 
skirt and I wore it while my dress dried. Then we ate our 
lunch and played on a hay stack until time to go home. 
Yours truly, Lois Fox. 


My dear Boosters—We have the Happy Booster Club 
in Palo Alto and meet at nine o’clock every morning. We 
have simple breathing exercises and read WispoM. Our 
colors are red and yellow—Life and Wisdom. 

Yours sincerely, William Haly. 


Dear WispbomM—We have a little club to boost hap- 
piness. The children in it are Jane Hodges, La Verne and 
Dorit Clark, Bill and Hunter Hailey, Bruce McMellin and 
myself. The lady who teaches us is Mrs. Hodges. Last 
Wednesday our club went on a picnic. We went to Cedro 
Cottage. Some of us went in wading. On our way home 
we climbed on a hay stack and then slid down. We did 
that several times and then we sat on the top of it and told 
stories. We had lots of fun. Some time soon we are going 
to have a play. Yours lovingly, Dorothy Herdman. 

P. S.—We read the WIsDoM every morning in club 
time. 

Here is a splendid report from LeRoy Brennan, Peters- 
burg, Alaska. His mother, writing for him, says: 


““LeRoy, who will be eight years old December | Oth, 
and who recently became a subscriber to WISDOM, has saved 
the money for another subscription which he wishes ad- 
dressed to himself, so he can give his extra copy to different 
ones of his little playmates to interest them in WISDOM; he 
is also sending in the subscription money saved by his little 
brother, Richard Floyd Brennan, who will be six in Sep- 
tember. The two subscriptions are to be addressed, LeRoy 
Brennan, Petersburg, Alaska, Richard Floyd Brennan, 
Petersburg, Alaska. Both of them would like to become 
Boosters. If he is entitled to them LeRoy would like two 
pins, one for himself and one for his brother.” 


Billy Bumpus II. is reporting through his secretary, 
Mary Belle Johnston. Last month we received a letter 
from Major Burke Johnston, but did not have room. to 


Charleston, W. Va. 
Dear Wisdoms—I do hope my letter is received in 
time to be printed, because I want everyone to know about 
me. I am a brother to Billy Bumpus the First, and my name 
is Billy Bumpus the Second. I am about four months old, 
and weigh ten pounds. My mistress got me on Labor Day. 
I heard her say she wished that I had come before Major 
sent in his letter about brothers death, but I think it’s all 
right.. I haven't a picture to send you, although my mistress 
has taken four, but they are not developed. I have a nice, 
little collar and chain, and I go almost everywhere my mis- 
tress does. My mistress had a birthday the first of Octo- 
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ber. She had a cake with thirteen candles, and she got a 
bottle of perfume, a pair of bedroom slippers, a fine book, 
a beautiful pencil box, and some beads. With love, 
Bitty Bumpus II. 
Per secretary, Mary Belle Johnston. 
_ Here is a report from the California Booster Club. 
It is good to see that they are busily getting the number 
of Wispom readers larger. Here is their picture. 
: Los Angeles, Cal. 
Dear WispomMm—We are getting along quite fine with 
our club. We had the last meeting at Wilma’s home. 
We will have the 
next meeting at Jo- 
sephine’s (the pres- 
ident’s) home. 
Soon we are going 
to sew. One mem- 
ber was absent last 
meeting, but we 
hope we will not 
have. many more 
absentees. We are 
sending $3 for four 
girls for one year 
subscriptions. They 
tre Wilma Rans- 
dell, 2237 Cam- 
bridge St.; Jose- 
phine Kitchen, 839 
West 17th St; 
Agnes Ejsenmayer, 
Mt. Washington; 
and Irene McCoy, 
2214 West 20th 
School has started since 
We hope all are getting along well 


St., all of Los Angeles, Cal. 
we heard from you. 
with their lessons. We are, as ever, really and truly Wis- 


doms. CALIFORNIA BoosTER CLus, 
Lucile Meade, Sec. 
Lois Jefts writes a good letter, telling about the work 
in the Sunday School of the Home of Truth in San Jose. 
3 San Jose, Cal. 
Dear WispomM—I have been going to the Home of 
Truth for some time, and like it very much. I enjoy the 
sewing club, and wish that we could meet every Friday in- 
stead of every two weeks. We are dressing dolls to give 
away at Christmas time to the children at tne Orphans’ 
Home. The girls had a good time buying the dolls. Sev- 
eral of the girls went with one of the ladies to the stores and 
had a good many dolls sent up, from which each member of 
the club chose the doll she wanted to dress. We are to dress 
them as we like, and when they are finished we are going 
to have a doll show and invite our parents and friends to 
see them. We named our dolls, and their names are to be 
called at every meeting, and they are supposed to answer 
for us. We have quite a number of members now. I wish 
all the little girls could come and enjoy the good times we 
have together. I read the stories every month and enjoy them 
so much. Even though WIspom’s dress is plainer we will 
love her just as much. Wishing great success and prosperity 
to the Wisdoms, Sincerely yours, Lois Jefts. 
Minnie Van Huizen is sending us a greeting from her 
ranch in Pine Ridge. We are all glad to hear from her. 
Pine Ridge, Cal. 
Dear Boosters—When I wrote last it was from Uki- 
ah. Now we live on our ranch ten miles from Ukiah. Very 
few people live here and they live on ranches or homesteads. 
We own one hundred and ten acres. We live in a lovely 
bungalow. There is a fireplace which we will enjoy very 
much this winter, popping corn and roasting apples. It is 


beautiful here in the mountains. The place is named Pine 
Ridge because there were so many pine trees. Then theré 
are madrona and mansanetas whose bark is red: The poison 
oak bushes have all turned red and make it look like autumn. 
It is lovely under the pines after a rain. We hope it will 
snow hard this winter. We go to school here, and there are 
only ten pupils and a very nice teacher. It is a mile and a 
half to school and it takes us about an hour. Of course we, 
take our lunch. We made some nice baskets and had them 
exhibited at the Hop Festival this week, and two of them 
took prizes—one a yellow ribbon and $2.>U; the other one 
$1.50. We have a nice vegetable garden where we grow 
the loveliest watermelons. Our stock consists of a pet cow, 
a calf, a dog, and two cats (Cloudy and Bixby). I send 
my best wishes to WISDOM and love to all. Yours very 
lovingly, Minnie Van Huizen, 
P. S.—I received the Booster Statuette. It is very 
pretty, and I thank you very much for sending it so soon. 
Clifton Saunders is very pleased with the “Wee Wis- 
dom’s which he received recently. He writes about it. 
Dear WispomM—I thank you much for “Wee 
Wisdom’s Way,”’ which you sent me. Mother read it to 
papa and he likes it very much. He said it was the best 
magazine he ever saw. My sister covered it. I have learned 
the prayer on the back of the book. I said it to papa, and 
he said it was a sweet little piece and he enjoyed it. With 
love. Clifton Saunders. 
P. S.—I am trying to be a good boy. 
It was so thoughtful of Bertha Olsen to send the cute 
little drawing which you see here. She fixed this up all by 
herself. 


your comrades ley 


Without a Kind word or smile; 


smile and youll sée why 


‘miles rake lige the more worth while: 


Grace Comfort has organized the ““Renewed Thought 
Boosters” at the Mariners’ Home, New York City. He 
has several grown-up boys who are working with him. 

Now, good Wisdoms, be sure to send in your reports 
for the Christmas number by the fifteenth of November. 
We shall have an especially good Wisdom in December, 
and would like to have you send us lots of pictures and 
stories and good things. You will, of course. 
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CHARACTER AND CONDUCT—ELEANOR 
ELIZABETH PETTINGER, Oswego, Oregon 
Chapter II] 


“amiin)| Y THE time the party of young people returned 
from gathering shells at the cove the older 
ones had gotten ready a huge pile of drift, 
hard and dry and white with the washing 
of endless days in the briny deep. Pockets 
of “‘red-fire’” powder had been buried among 
the logs and when the spark set the first little 
flames playing among the kindling, leaping 
higher and still higher in among the twisted limbs and 
branches, sudden explosions, followed by sheets of brilliant 
red flame, sent the party into ecstacies of delight and ad- 
miration. The smoke rose high above the merry-makers who 
danced about in a circle, singing, shouting, laughing, while 
the parents sat in groups on the sand or on drift logs, look- 
ing on at the pretty scene. Then the bonfire got down to 
steady business; the great logs burned with a slow, intense 
heat, the white ashes and red coals making an excellent bed 
for baking potatoes; sweet corn, in its green husks, was left 
to steam; eggs, wrapped in sea-weed, were buried in the 
hot sand, and toasting marshmallows, held aloft on pointed 
sticks, gave more pleasure in the toasting than in the eating, 
for somehow they always contrived to fall off into the sand 
at exactly the wrong moment or got burned by a falling 
coal at the very time they should have reached a perfect 
brown. Popcorn was tried with but poor success, while the 
great American nut made up for the shortcomings of all 
other delicacies. 

As the fire settled down to a more steady glow and less 
explosion, so did the party. It was just as the moon climbed 
from behind the fringe of dwarf pines, throwing a pale, 
yellow stream down upon the red of glowing logs that the 
story telling began. Ghost stories, of course, and all real 
and bleod curdling. The moaning ocean lent its voice to the 
intense breathlessness with which all listened, and added a 
chill of weird apprehension to the tales of mystery and terror. 
At the most exciting point, just as “‘a queer, white object 
crept through the narrow hall-way, in the ruined old castle” 
(it always happened in a ruined old castle, just as if a new 
castle would be in ruins, or as if it could have a ghost of its 
own), someone would be sure to giggle and spoil the whole 
effect of the solemn occasion. Then the flames would sud- 
denly leap up in a merry chase and everybody join in the 
laugh, though some still shivered and looked behind to see if 
the “queer, white object’’ were still on their trail. 

The younger members of the party sat in a group 
directly in view of everyone, and nearest to the marshmallew 
headquarters, where with much fun and frolic they pro- 
ceeded to “corner” the attention of their elders with pranks 
known best to their age and condition under which they found 
themselves. Ned Spencer was the principal spirit of mis- 
chief, with his sister Jane as a close second. The others 
were ready to follow these two, but one or the other was 
always the leader in anything particularly daring or ventur- 
some, and it was “Ned, Ned, Ned,” or “Jane, Jane, Jane,” 
always on the lips of their companions. 

Eleanor soon learned to look upon these two as the 
leaders, and in her heart she said, ““No wonder! Their 
father is the rich Mr. Spencer, and naturally his children 
would take first place.” But as the evening wore on she 


discovered to her surprise that it was Jane and Ned, not 
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their father who made their place in the merry company. 
Bright, quick, eager for fun, bold in spirit yet respectful and 
thoughtful for their elders, they made their own place and 
kept it through ability to lead and not from any outside 
circumstance such as wealth. Eleanor was surprised and a 
little mystified, for it upset all her former ideas of what was 
the foundation of social success. She watched Jane’s man- 
ners and wished she were as unselfconscious, as free, as 
natural, as easy without being bold and forward. The 
very air of good-fellowship with which Jane chatted to an 
old lady with white hair and bowed shoulders was a revela- 
tion, for there was that lightness, that comradery in their 
chatter that was delightful, and yet the little tone of respect 
with which a young person should show to age. Jane did 
not talk overmuch, of this Eleanor was sure, and yet there 
was always a ready answer, a smile of reply and quick 
appreciation of another’s remark or witticism. Ned talked 
more than Jane, and yet he paid attention to others, fit his 
remarks into the conversation without changing the line of 
thought, and did not interrupt or “break in,” especially 
where older persons were talking. He was full of fun, but 
not boisterous or noisy. He was forever on the move, but 
his actions were not such that would annoy or inconvenience 
others. When it came his turn to tell a story, he did not 
wait to be coaxed or teased, he was not embarrassed nor 
did he take up the time with foolish remarks concerning his 
inability to do what he was asked; he simply started in and 
told his story, which wasn’t interesting, nor was it well told, 
nor was it long, which last quality was deeply appreciated 
and he received the applause, not for the story but for the 
cheerful compliance with which he granted their request. 
He wasn’t “‘spoony”’ with the girls; he paid no more atten- 
tion to them than if they were boys, and everyone felt at 
home with him. During the evening he disappeared for a 
few moments and when he reappeared he was dressed in his 
mother’s afternoon gown, hat, gloves and veil, carrying her 
sunshade and fan, and leading Molly Mack’s little poodle 
dog by an immense rope. Everyone laughed until they could 
laugh no more, then quietly he vanished before his foolish- 
ness had wearied his friends and made them tired of his 
pranks. 

Philip Mack, Molly’s brother, was quite a different 
type from Ned Spencer. Philip was tall and good looking, 
with most expressive eyes which he used with good effect 
upon the girls. He did not seem very popular, especially 
emong the boys, who left him much to himself. Several 
girls, however, made up for the neglect of the boys, and he 
was always seen with one of them, but only one at a time. 
First it was Mabel, then Kitty, then Maud, but only one, 
and this one seemed the only being on earth for him just at 
that time. Eleanor was introduced, and for a moment his 
dark, expressive eyes searched her face with adoration. 
Had June Norton not called to her to come see the funny 
doll made of corn silks, she might have been willing to stroll 
along the beach in the golden moonlight with the handsome 
Philip, but June’s voice came just in time and presently 
Philip and Mabel were all in all to each other, and Eleanor 
was promptly forgotten. Later Philip approached Eleanor 
and suggested the comfort of a log some distance from the 
fire where two young people could sit in friendly chat without 
being disturbed by the foolishness of noisy children. Before 


-Eleanor could accept the invitation—and truth to tell she 


really wanted to accept, it seemed so grown-up and young- 
ladified, and Philip was so handsome and his eyes were so 
dark and “‘so expressive,” and he looked at one with such 
admiration and appreciation—Alice Norton called, asking 
Eleanor to find a shawl for her mother, and when she re- 
turned it was too late—the handsome Philip had taken Kitty 
to the comfortable log at a distance where the noise would 
not disturb their conversation, and Eleanor had nothing to 
do but become one of the “‘noisy children’’ led by the fun- 
making Ned and Jane Spencer. 
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WISDOM 7 


It was a happy evening and nothing marred the pleas- 
ure of the party for Eleanor, and nothing in the way of 
clothes caused her to be uncomfortable or reel out of place. 
She ‘had been accepted as one of the Norton family by the 
cottagers and she felt she had made a good impression, in 
that Jane Spencer renewed her invitation to take Eleanor 
berry picking the next day. June and Alice had promised 
to buy the material for her waists without her help so she 
might go. ‘“‘But you will help us sew them after they are cut 
out,” June had promised, as if the most desirable task under 
the sun was to be allowed to sew one’s own waists. The 
little guest had replied, “Indeed I will help, June, for I’m 
wild to learn all the things you and Alice seem to do so 
“‘May I come, too?” begged Jane. “I never made a: 
_ waist for myself either; will you teach me how if I bring 
over some white linen? You know I’m your ‘little sister,” 
June, even if I’m not sick any more!” 

“Yes, Alice and I'll be glad to have you, Jane. The 
more the merrier and it’s lots of fun to sew when there is a 
number together. It isn’t a case of ‘too many cooks,’ for 
sewing is such a sociable occupation. Alice is making her 
wedding clothes and we'll all take our first lessons from her,” 
at which Alice turned a pretty pink and said, ““My wedding 
clothes are to consist mostly of gingham aprons and dish 
cloths.”” 

Two elderly women were sitting with their backs 
against a big drift-log. Eleanor stooped to tie her shoe lace, 
and overheard a few sentences of their conversation. 

“Mrs Mack is a very foolish woman to allow Philip 
to be so romantic at his age. One would think him twenty- 
six instead of sixteen, and it’s such a disadvantage to the 
child. Everyone thinks him silly and soft, without any 
common sense or judgment, and there his mother sits and 
never tells him how foolish he really is.’’ 

“‘Maybe she doesn’t think it foolish,” replied the other 
woman with a laugh. “‘Mrs. Mack has very little refinement 
in spite of her money. She does not dress in good taste and 
her manners are often coarse and her conversation silly. 
Just see the difference between them and Jane and Ned 
Spencer. Jane and Ned’s mother and father are to the 
‘manor born’ and their training in their children shows it. 
They—,” for fear of eaves-dropping, Eleanor moved away 
before the two gossips had finished the sentence, but her 
eyes were opened to the light in which Philip and his “‘ex- 
pressive eyes’ were viewed by the older people. 

That night as June paused in the doorway of the little, 
white bedroom she said to her guest, “I’m so glad, Eleanor, 
you didn’t seem to care much for Philip Mack. He’s a 
perfect silly, and all the sensible girls think him a regular 
clown with his romantic airs and soulful expressions! Molly 
Mack is such a fine girl, but she’s silly and sentimental as 
her brother and’ it spoils both of them. When we have a 
party and want to have a real good, old-fashioned, family 
time we never invite the Macks—they spoil the nice, little 
private times by being sentimental and foolish. The boys 
and girls who always pair off at a party are the ones who 
miss the real fun of occasions worth while, and are lacking 
in the qualities that can add to the pleasure of others. There 
is nothing that spoils young people and robs them of the right 
kind of companionship, the friendships that make youth 
happy and worth while remembering, like this pairing off, 
being by themselves to the exclusion of everything else. 
Unless—” with a wicked little wink at Alice who had 
joined her sister, ‘‘unless they are as old and dignified as 
Alice and Tom Austin and are engaged to be married. [’ll 
tell you how old Alice is, tomorrow, when she isn’t about!” 

When Eleanor was alone and the light was out and 
she lay wide-awake in the little, white bed while the golden 
moonlight floo-ed her dainty room and the ocean filled the 
night with its roar and moan, she lay thinking, not of the 
“queer, white object that made its way through the hall- 


way in the ruined old castle,’’ but of the new friends she had 
made and the difference in manners, the overthrow of many 
of her own ideas and, most of all, how narrowly she had 
escaped being one of the silly girls who took seriously a mere 
sentimental boy whose conduct was the result of a foolish 
mother’s training. 


(To be continued.) 
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LOVE SUFFERETH LONG AND IS KIND 
H. TEEL 


AMMA, mamma, make brother give me my 
‘rithmetic! I want to finish my lesson, an’ he 
won't give it to me. We're multiplyin’ b 
nines an’ it’s awful hard.” 

“*Make her give me my ball, then. She 
hid it just for spite.” 
These were the rumblings of war, and 
mamma hastily set up the kettle of jam to keep 
it from boiling over and put the preserves on the back of 
the stove to keep them from burning as she hurried to the 
living room. 

As she opened the door, she was greeted with: 
“There, take your old ball!’’ from the little girl, and a howl 
from the baby as he toppled over on the floor. There was 
a boiling within which had a strong tendency to run over 
into a severe chastisement for the two older children, but, 
stooping to pick up the crying baby, the mother realized 
that it was nothing but the inharmony which caused it to 
cry, and punishing the brother and sister would only make 
a bad matter worse. Feeling it was more important that 
peace and harmony be preserved in her home than all the 
fruit in the orchard, she cuddled the baby in her arms and 
sat down for a moment’s quietness in which to seek wisdom 
and guidance. The older children became quiet, perhaps 
only to wonder what was going to happen to them. ‘Love 
suffereth long and is kind,”’ was the burden of the mother’s 
thought, and soon she began singing, “God is Love, that 
Love surrounds us,” and was joined by the children who 
were particularly fond of this song. My! how soon the 
atmosphere cleared! When she came back from putting the 
baby down, as he was now asleep, she found the others 
happy and busy over their lessons. 

“*Six times nine are fifty-six” 

“That's wrong, it’s fifty-four,” helpfully interrupted 
the brother. 

“That's so; I always get seven times eight and six 
times nine mixed,” answered the sister. 

“So did I until I learned that all the answers in the 
nine-times table make nine when the figures were added 
together, except the eleven times nine, as five and four in 
fifty-four make nine.” 

“Oh, I see; and one and eight, and two and seven, 
and all of them. Now I'll never get em mixed again,” 
gratefully answered the girl as she turned to her work. 

And the mother returned to her fruit, feeling that the 
Love that ‘‘suffereth long”’ also “‘never faileth.”’ 
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One day, in time passed by, the good and pure St. 
Francis Assissi, was due to preach at Alviane. He came. 

It so happened that at that time and in that same place 
some industrious swallows were busily engaged in building 
nests. Swallows are very great talkers, and while they were 
building, they were also gaily chatting. 

St. Francis did the best he could, notwithstanding the 
lively chattering of his feathered companions, but finally 
being unable to make himself heard, he paused, and looking 
in their direction said, distinctly: ‘‘My sisters, you have 


talked enough; it is time that I had my turn. Be silent, and 
listen to the word of God.” 


And they were silent immediately. 
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8 WISDOM 
WONDER STORIES 
The W onder-Bird 
CoLBy Ww ] S D O M 
=) ILHELM came out from the forest depths, and | Seeeeceeccccececes 3 


looked about him. A vivid path of golden 
light shone before him, made by the sun’s 
clear rays. “I will follow the shining path,” 
he said, and started on his journey. A 
= beautiful bird was his companion. 

“Swerve not from the shining path, ‘tis the path of 
duty,”” sang the wonder-bird. 

“Beautiful bird, what is your name?” asked Wilhelm. 

“Faith,” trilled the wonder-bird. 

“And will you stay with me always?” asked the 
young man. 

“That depends on you,” the wonder-bird seemed to 
make answer. 

All went well at first for the wayfarer. The light 
shone clearly on the path which nothing obstructed, and 
the beautiful faith bird was always near at hand to cheer 
Wilhelm with its song. 

Then came a day when clouds crossed the horizon, 
the sun began to veil its light, and the wonder-bird sang 
faintly; finally its song no longer reached the dull ears of 
the traveler, and on the path no longer beamed the light. 
Wilhelm grew bewildered; farther and farther from the 
path he strayed. At first the knowledge of this discon- 
certed him, then he hardly seemed to care. As at other 
times, all the wonders of God’s universe spread before him, 
but he saw them not. He had strayed far from the light 
of Truth, and Faith had departed from him. A long time 
he tarried in the land of illusions, then one day he came to 
He looked around him, and saw the goldenrod as 
it decked the meadows. As of old, his heart beat responsive 
‘to nature’s beauty. He gazed on the goldenrod and thought 
of the light that shone on the path he had forsaken. As his 
soul awakened he heard again the song of the wonder-bird, 
and eagerly he sought the shining path, led on by its chzer- 
ful melody. 

“*Here, here is the path; walk you in it!” trilled the 
beautiful songster, and sure enough there it was, all straight 
snd shining as before. With light step and glad heart did 
Wilhelm travel onward now, nor swerved he to the right or 
left. ‘For this light shineth more and more unto the perfect 
day,” sang the Faith-bird, and Wilhelm knew its song was 
Truth. 


@ Many of our readers have found the following plan a solution to the Christmas 
problem. Wispom brings the Christ Spirit to her readers every month. 


@ A charming Statuette is offered you free if you send WIS- 
DOM Magazine to three friends, at 50 cents each. 

@ This is a picture of the Statuette that we will send you. 
It has been modeled in plaster of Paris, and 
is an excellent piece of work. The artist who designed the Statuette is a famous 
He has produced in this image the likeness of a perfect 
child, representing Wisdom supported by the hand of Truth. 

@ Now is the time to get a Statuette, so let us hear from you-soon. 
Unity ScHoot oF CHRISTIANITY, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Missouri. 


is four by six and one-half inches. 


Norwegian sculptor. 


50 cents a year, 5 cents a copy. Foreign subscription, 2s, 7d a year. 
Kansas City, Mo., 62 cents a year. adian, 62 cents a year. 


ROYAL FILLMORE, Managing Editor 
Published on the first of each month, by 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY, 
Unity 913 Tracy Ave., Kansas Crry, Missouri 


Entered as second class matter, August 8th, 1898, at the postoffice at 
Kansas City, Missouri, under the act of March 3d, 1879 


SLEEPY LULLABY 
Marjory EsTEE 


Sleep, little baby, sleep! 

Under the old thatched roof; 

Rest while mother keeps danger aloof. 
Sleep, little baby, sleep! 


Sleep, little baby, sleep! 

The wind is beginning to blow; 

It is swinging your cradle high and low. 
Sleep, little baby, sleep! 


Sleep, little baby, sleep! 

Father is out on the deep; 

The rolling waves they nearer creep. 
Sleep, little baby, sleep! 


Cee 


Are You Making Any 


Christmas Plans? 
@ If not, you will be 


in a short time, so let 
WisDoM make a 
suggestion early in 
the season. No one 
knows better how to 
please children and 
young people than 
she, for Wispom has 
had many years’ ex- {f 
perience in delight- 
ing young folks at 
Christmas time. 


The size of the image 


Address, 
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